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	1. Chapter 1

**A/N: SET AFTER PL3 AND MAXIMUM RIDE: FANG. COULDN'T FIT THIS IN THE DESCRIPTOR, SORRY.**

**Chapter One – Goodbye**

_"Goodbye… Professor Layton."_

_"Thank you… Emmy."_

The last words that had been exchanged between the two. The final goodbye Emmy had made before leaving London. The one person she knew that she would miss the most.

She thought about it often, sometimes for days at a time, before life would get busy and she would be lost in her work all over again, preoccupied by her two-and-a-half-year-old son, worried by the mysterious absences and suspicious silences of her partner. But then it would rear its ugly head again mere weeks later, the big question:

What if she had stayed?

How Emmy longed for a chance to return to an old routine, to speak the unspoken words that plagued her heart, to redeem herself of her past mistakes. Her own investigation seemed to have yielded more results in London than it had anywhere else. All she had managed to find was a long list of gruesome experiments labelled 'mistakes' by Itexicon in the list of boys born in the year Emmy was looking for. At least now she had a reason to go back to London: to continue her research and ask Professor Layton for help.

Her partner was most unwilling to return to London, which came as no surprise to Emmy. It seemed as though anything she wanted to do or anywhere she wanted to go seemed like a bad idea to him. His reluctance to have a conversation with her never ceased to anger Emmy. He made every decision in their lives, and they were always final. The amount of times they'd had to travel for him and his agency were too many to keep track of, and yet Emmy never complained. But whenever she mentioned her desire to return to London and carry on her research there, he refused to discuss it:

_"We both have too much history there. Too many bad memories. I don't want to go, and I don't need to go, and besides, you already spent three years researching in London, so why the need to return? We're better off staying as we are. At least that way nobody gets hurt."_

And that was the last word on the matter. Or so he thought. Anyone who knew Emmy well knew that she always had the last word and it always went in her favour. This time she would have to decide which meant more to her: her partner or her research. And today was the day that she had made her decision.

She took her eyes off of the simmering roux sauce she was making and looked over at her partner, who was typing furiously on his laptop at the kitchen table. She then glanced at their son, who was sat on the floor beside her partner playing with a toy dinosaur, making _rawr_-ing noises. Emmy cleared her throat as she tried to find the right words to start the serious conversation she so desperately needed to have…

"We need to talk, Leonard."


	2. Chapter 2

**Chapter Two** **– Miracle or Illusion?**

_"Miracle or Illusion? Superhumans or Genetic Freaks?"_

_"No one has taken credit for what may be this year's most unusual stunt. . ."_

_Has the whole world gone mad? _That was the question which was running through Luke Triton's mind. It seemed as though everywhere he went, he heard the rumours of mysterious children who had wings. First, he'd heard a boy in his class tell the tale of how he'd seen one flying over his grandmother's house in Lincoln over the Easter holidays. Then he'd heard the shopkeeper in the ice-cream parlour describe a flock of six birds who he'd sworn had protruding arms and legs – looking remarkably like children with wings. At that very moment, he was reading in the paper about a fiasco in a restaurant in new York, where out of nowhere six children leapt up and started flying around the room and out through the glass ceiling. Luke shook his head. There had to be a rational explanation for all of these occurrences. After all, during his time as Professor Layton's apprentice, he'd seen it all as far as he was concerned – from giant robots, to large-scale illusions, to hallucinogenic gas, all of the adventures he had been on had been explained away by the professor's complicated theories, which had always turned out to be correct. As far as Luke was concerned, this was another of these scenarios.

It was another six months before Luke had had another encounter with these rumours. It was the first class after lunch, and he had just sat down at his desk in the middle of the classroom, when he heard one of class mates snort sarcastically his friend.

"Yeah right, Lee, that's an old rumour. There haven't been any sightings of the bird kids in months."

"But I'm serious! I saw one flying over my back garden when I went home for lunch, and it was headed for the coast, I swear!"

_Headed for the coast… _Luke thought, running a hand through his mousy brown hair. _There are caves by the seaside… the perfect place for a person on the run to hide out._ He knew the rumours well, how the bird kids were thought to be on the run from their captors, hiding away and hoping never to be discovered. _There have been too many sightings to pass this off as a coincidence…_

That decided it. It was about time he looked into this and started an investigation of his own…

* * *

><p>It was all in place. He'd texted his mother, feeding her the lie which entailed him going to a friend's house for supper. Luke wished that one day he could stop lying to his parents. In the year that he'd been living in America, he hadn't made a single friend. But, as far as his parents were concerned, Luke was loving life in America, constantly surrounded by friends. How he wished he could simply return to his old life in his home, London… he had only been in America for a week when he had decided he could never call the place his home. He had already decided that, when he left school, he would return to London and study archaeology under his mentor at Gressenheller. Sadly, that was another five years away.<p>

Luke sighed discontentedly as he strolled down the paths which lead him to the soft white sand on the beach of Florida. One hand shielding his eyes from the glaring sunlight, he looked around, spotting the aforementioned caves. He stared, looking for signs of a presence, and he almost jumped – he could've sworn he'd seen the silhouette of a man up there. Luke swallowed down a lump in his throat. He'd have to go up there.

* * *

><p><em>Woah… phew! <em>Several close shaves and an encounter with an angry seagull later, he'd made it to the centre of the cluster of caves, to the one which he thought he'd seen the man. He stood tall in the cave and looked around. It was completely empty, apart from Luke. He frowned, but just as he was about to turn around and head for the next cave, he heard the crunch of gravel which nearly made his heart stop.

Luke spun around to face whoever – or whatever – was facing him. His jaw dropped.

The creature's shiny raven-coloured wings, combined with his jet-black hair and black clothing made him look like an angel – the angel of death. Luke took a step back as the creature took a step towards him.

"Wh-Who are you?"


	3. Chapter 3

**Chapter Three – Reunited**

Whatever had been going on with her partner, whatever explanation he'd had for not being home, for not talking to her, Emmy had hoped it hadn't been what he'd said it was. Those four words that had ruined everything she'd had with him:

_I love someone else._

The conversation more or less ended after that. Emmy had decided that going to London was most definitely a good idea, especially as it meant getting away from him. So she packed a bag for herself and her son and left, little Danny in one arm and her rucksack thrown over the other. Leonard didn't even attempt to stop her. From where Emmy stood, it appeared as though he didn't even care. That hurt Emmy more than his words did.

She planted a kiss on Danny's forehead as she waited to board the train, which would take her away from Leonard and his house in Pembroke back to London, her home.

"Where are we going, Mummy?" Danny asked her.

"I…" _How can I ever explain this to him? _"We're going away for a few days," Emmy decided. "Daddy has to work…"

"We're having a holiday!" Danny grinned as Emmy blinked back a tear.

"Yeah…" she forced a smile on her face. "Just Mummy and Danny…" she planted another kiss in his mop of white-blonde hair.

_"Platform Three, Pembroke to London, now boarding…"_

_Right Emmy, _she told herself firmly, _Pull yourself together… _She held Danny a little tighter in her arms and got on the train.

* * *

><p>She was stuck.<p>

Emmy was exactly where she wanted to be. He was in London. She was going to see Professor Layton. She was stood right outside his house, for Christ's sake. All she had to do was raise her hand and knock on the door. But she froze.

"Mummy?"

Emmy didn't answer.

"I'm cold Mummy."

It was quite late. Way past Danny's bedtime, in fact.

_Pull yourself together, Emmy…_

She raised her hand once again and rapped her knuckles smartly on the door.

_No going back now, I suppose…_

She heard his voice, his footsteps, saw his top hat through the cut glass in the door, watched numbly as the handle of the door turned…

"Emmy?" his voice seemed distant, as though he weren't really there. "Emmy, my dear, please come in, it's terribly late…"

_Did I hear that right?_ Emmy thought she did. She willed her legs to move, but nothing happened. _What's wrong with me?_

She suddenly noticed the professor was now standing right next to her, trying to take Danny from her cold, numb arms. "It's alright, my dear, no need to be frightened. Everything will be okay, I promise. Please come inside…" He wrapped an arm around her shoulders and led her inside, shutting the door behind him with his foot. He guided her gently into the living room and onto the sofa. He sat Danny down beside her. "I'll make some tea, my dear," he said gently, and then he disappeared into the kitchen.

Emmy blinked. Even for someone as kind and gentlemanly as the professor, she did not expect him to invite her into his home, especially after everything that had happened… she closed her eyes and shook her head. The professor was only trying to be nice, Emmy was quite sure that he would no longer consider her a friend anymore…

Emmy jumped a little as the professor placed a tray with two cups of tea and a glass of orange juice on the coffee table in front of them and sat down beside her.

For a few moments there was silence, apart from the slurping sounds Danny was making as he drank his orange juice. Then the professor began to speak.

"So, who might you be, young man?" the professor asked gently, holding out his hand for Danny to shake.

"I'm Danny Bloom, and this is my mummy," Danny replied sweetly, with a smile, shaking the Professor's hand.

"Is that right?" the professor asked, offering Emmy a smile.

"I'm sorry," Emmy mumbled.

The professor stopped. "Whatever do you mean, my dear?"

Emmy looked up into his ebony eyes. "I'm sorry I never contacted you. You must have thought…"

"That you have your own life, and that when Targent ended, you wanted to live it," the Professor smiled. "I don't blame you, Emmy. I know that you did what you did for your uncle, not to hurt us. And I don't blame you for wanting to move on. But, Emmy, please know that you were always welcome here. If you didn't want to go, you didn't have to-" the professor stopped as Emmy threw her arms around his neck.

"Thank you, Professor," she sniffed.

The professor smiled and wrapped his arms around her, returning the embrace.

"I knew you'd understand." She hugged him tighter.

"Emmy… I'm just happy that you decided to come and see me."

"Professor… I'm so sorry… everything is such a mess…"

"Whatever do you mean, my dear?" the professor asked gently, prying her arms from around his neck. He placed his hands on her shoulders. "What has happened?"

Emmy sighed and wiped her eyes on the back of her hand. "I…" she glanced uneasily at Danny.

"Why don't you get him settled in Luke's old room, and then we can talk?"

"Huh? What? Well… actually I thought we'd just…"

"My dear, I must insist that you stay here the night. It just wouldn't feel right to let you two check into a hotel this late at night when you're clearly upset." The professor stood up and picked up her rucksack.

"No, Professor, I've already caused enough trouble as it—"

"Please, Emmy, I insist." The professor smiled. "You'll be sleeping in a bed that would have otherwise been empty anyway. It's really no trouble, Emmy."

Emmy smiled and picked Danny up, following the professor upstairs.

"You must be very tired after your journey," the professor continued. "Where did you arrive from?"

"Pembroke," Emmy replied. "We only left a couple of hours ago…"

"Mummy and Daddy were fighting, and then we went on holiday," Danny piped up, causing a blush to appear on Emmy's cheeks.

"Ah… I see…" the professor cleared his throat as he opened the door of Luke's old bedroom and set down her rucksack on the end of the bed. "Please come back down when you are ready, Emmy."

"Thank you so much," Emmy smiled.

"A true gentleman always puts a lady's needs first," the professor smiled. He held the door open as Emmy and Danny entered the bedroom and then made his way downstairs.

The professor sat down on the sofa and picked up his cup of tea. _She had a fight with Danny's father… who I presume is Detective Inspector Leonard Bloom, and now she's here… I suppose… where else could she go? _The professor remembered what she had said down in the Great Azran Sanctuary:

_"Uncle Leon is all I have in this world!" _

The professor sighed. _I suppose she doesn't really have any family… I wonder what happened to her parents…?_

The professor was pulled out of his thoughts when Emmy arrived with a smile on her face.

"He really likes Luke's old room, his favourite colour is blue as well…"

"Is that right?" the professor returned her smile and beckoned for her to sit down beside him.

"I hope we won't have to disturb you for too long…"

"By all means, Emmy, stay as long as you need to."

"Thank you..."

The professor placed a hand on her shoulder. "So, my dear, what brings you here?"

"Well… if I'm honest, Professor, it's a really long story…"

"Well… from what Danny said…"

"Yes… Danny's father… Leonard and I… we've separated…"

"I am sorry, Emmy…"

"It's okay, Professor." She smiled.

"If you want to talk about it…"

Emmy shook her head. "There was another woman… I wasn't enough, apparently…" she laughed sadly and stared at her mug of untouched tea, trying to avoid the professor's gaze.

The professor didn't know what to say. The thought of how upset Emmy must have been beneath the surface was now his greatest concern.

"I'm here for you, my dear," he said gently.

Emmy smiled. "Thank you so much…"

The professor smiled back.

"There's another reason, why I wanted to come to London…"

"Oh?"

"I… well, I've been researching about something I read about online, something about scientists experimenting on merging human and animal species…"

"Yes, I believe Luke mentioned something similar to me in his letters," the professor replied.

"Well, this whole conspiracy is believed to be linked to the disappearances of several babies, and there was… well… my… er… brother… yes… my brother was one of them."

"Oh, Emmy…"

"It's okay, Professor… I started looking into this a couple of years ago, around the time I started working for you, actually… but I've sort of hit a dead end."

"Of course I will help you," the professor said automatically.

Emmy smiled. "You're so sweet."

The professor blushed scarlet and Emmy laughed.

"So… tell me more about this case. What have you uncovered so far?" the professor asked.

"I managed to uncover a file, when I was in America a few months ago, containing the profiles of all the boys born in the year my brother was born who they worked on," Emmy explained. "It's in my bag upstairs. And all the research I've done here leads me to conclude that he was in fact taken to America, and there is one place in California which was known to have practised this kind of research."

"You have the profile of every boy who was born in that year… so one of those boys has to be your brother, Emmy."

"Exactly… I sort of need you to help me figure out which one he is… if you can…"

"I'll try, my dear…"

"There's more… well, I'm sure you agree that these people need to be stopped…"

"But of course," the professor nodded.

"Leonard told me that I have no chance of taking these people down unless I can provide hard core evidence that this has been happening," Emmy explained.

"But wouldn't your files be enough evidence?" the professor asked.

"No, sadly not," Emmy replied. "They could be fakes for all the FBI know. What I was thinking… if we could somehow find one of these boys, wouldn't that be evidence enough? Actually seeing one of their experiments for themselves? After all, seeing is believing, Professor."

"Well, I'm sure by now, after everything we've encountered over the years, you would have sopped relying on the obvious to provide all the answers, Emmy," the professor teased.

"Obviously not. That is why I need your help." She looked into his ebony eyes with her deep brown ones.

The professor nodded. "I will do everything in my power to help you, Emmy. I just wonder… why didn't you ever tell me about this before?"

"I thought I could handle it," she said in a tone that made her sound so miserable that the Professor's heart broke just listening to her. "I thought that if I just retraced his footsteps, I'd be able to find him, you know? But it wasn't that easy…"

She looked so sad and tired.

"Emmy… you and I, we can do this. We will find out exactly what happened after he was taken. But it will take time."

"I know… thank you."

The professor smiled. "I think you ought to go up to bed. You look exhausted."

"Yeah, I'm shattered…" she stood up and rubbed her eyes.

"It's going to be a busy day tomorrow. I haven't even mentioned my adopted daughter, who is simply dying to meet you, by the way. Luke has told her so very much about you…"
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**Chapter Four – Fang**

"Wh-Who are you?" Luke asked: his voice tremoring slightly. He tried as hard as he could to swallow down his fear. After all, he knew a lot about animals, and if this creature was anything similar to an animal, then it would use fear to its advantage. If an animal sensed fear, it would provoke an attack, so Luke tried to ignore the sense of fear running through him. He took a step forward.

"Who are you?" the creature retorted in a low voice.

"I'm Luke Triton."

"Cool. Good for you." The creature stepped back into the light, and Luke could finally get a better look at him. In the darkness, the being looked like a tall, slender monster, but the sunlight now being cast on him made him look incredible different. He had the form of a boy, who couldn't have been more than a year or two older than Luke. His jet black bangs of hair fell into his deep brown eyes, and his leather jacket had several rips and tears in the forearms. But by far the most impressive part of his appearance, well, in Luke's opinion, were his raven coloured wings, roughly thirteen feet in length as he stretched them out fully, releasing the tension built up in them. Luke could see in the creature's eyes that he was tired, and he also noticed that his lips were parched. He reached into his schoolbag and pulled out a big bottle of water. He handed it to the boy.

The boy raised his eyebrows and stared at the bottle for a moment, before reaching out and taking it. He downed half the bottle in a mere few gulps. Luke then retrieved a half cucumber sandwich and handed it to the boy. He crammed the whole thing into his mouth, chewing quickly, making short work of it before downing the rest of the water after it. Luke watched in awe, his mouth slightly agape. The boy sat down on a large rock, folding his wings back in and sighing.

"Thanks."

"Er… you're welcome."

The boy nodded.

"Er… what's your name?" Luke asked tentatively.

"Fang."

"Nice to meet you." Luke held out his hand.

Fang shook it. He budged over slightly and gestured for Luke to sit down beside him, to which Luke obliged.

"So… er… what's your story?" Luke asked.

Fang frowned and looked at his watch. "How long have you got?" he asked.

"Er… it's okay, I've got time. You can trust me, you know," Luke assured him.

"Yeah…"

"Well… how old are you?"

"Fifteen. You?"

"Thirteen."

"Huh. Wouldn't have guessed that."

"Why, how old to I look?" Luke asked.

"About six."

Luke scowled as Fang punched his shoulder.

"I'm screwing with you, man."

"Ha… yeah…" Luke smiled. "So, is it just you?"

"Yeah."

"So, you're the only one of your kind?"

"No."

"There are more of you?"

"What do you think?"

"Well… I read in the paper about some restaurant in New York being trashed, but they kind of made out to be a publicity stunt…"

"Might have guessed that they'd do that."

Luke's eyes widened. "That was you?"

Fang nodded.

"So, where are the others?"

Fang shrugged.

"What do you mean?"

"I left."

"Why?"

"Had to."

"Why?"

"'Cos the longer I stayed, the more danger they'd be in. I'm supposed to die, soon. I didn't want them to be dragged into it. If you have any sense, you'll go home now and keep out of it too."

Luke stared. "But… I can't just leave you to die… there has to be something I can do to help…"

Fang shook his head. "I'm on my own this time, kid. What could you possibly do to help?"

Luke thought for a moment. "I know a man in London who would do anything to help you."

Fang shook his head again. "People like that don't exist, Luke. Everyone has an ulterior motive, kid, and let's face it: This guy doesn't even know me."

"But he knows me," Luke explained. "If I explained it to him, that I have a friend in trouble, and I need his help to put things right…"

Fang shrugged. "That's a nice gesture, but you don't know me either."

"But I'd like to."

Fang frowned.

"Just let me try to help. Let's face it: what have you got to lose?"

"It's more of a question of what you've got to lose. You're just a kid. You probably have a dad who goes out to work every day, and a mom who's probably cooking your dinner as we speak, and tonnes of friends at school, whereas I have nobody."

"But what about your family?" Luke asked.

Fang shook his head. "Never knew them. I got taken when I was just a baby. We all were."

"Oh."

"I heard that my mom was only your age when she had me. Probably some drug addict or something."

"And your dad?"

"Nobody knew who he was."

Luke patted him on the shoulder. Fang jumped slightly as he did so.

"I think you should let me try and help you. Er… what did you mean… when you said—?"

"I'm going to die? Yeah. The whitecoats are gonna kill me."

"Whitecoats?"

"Scientists who spliced my genes in the first place. They want me, nobody else."

"So you're just going to go it alone?"

"Have to."

"But… what are you going to do for food?" Luke asked.

"Plenty of fish in the sea," he replied.

"Or we could go for supper," Luke suggested.

Fang gave him a weird look. "We? Where?"

"Anywhere you want," Luke smiled. "Hot dogs, burgers, French fries, you name it."

"How am I supposed to pay for it if I'm flat broke and living in a cave?" Fang pointed out.

"I'll pay," Luke offered. "It's no trouble. And I think I know of somewhere else you can sleep. It's not exactly the Ritz, but it's warm, dry and it has four walls and a roof…"
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**Chapter Five – 'Mistakes'**

"This is the file I told you about," Emmy said, plonking an incredibly thick ring binder on the kitchen table.

After introducing Emmy to Flora, Professor Layton's adopted daughter, and getting her up to speed with the investigation over a hearty breakfast of bacon and scrambled egg, they had parked Danny in front of the morning cartoons while they prepared to peruse Emmy's extensive research file.

"I have to warn you," Emmy said in a serious tone, "some of the images in this file are very… gruesome. A lot of the boys in here have undergone botched procedures and some of the side effects were horrifying. I… I really don't know if you want to see this, Flora…"

"I can handle it," Flora said quickly, giving the professor a reassuring look.

"Well, Flora… I'd rather you didn't have to… don't feel as though you need to look at any of this out of duty, my dear. You can leave any time it gets too much. You too, Emmy."

"And you, Professor," Emmy said, gritting her teeth. "Right, let's get started…"

The gruesome tour of Itexicon's gallery of male experiments born in 2001 took over two hours. Despite the abundance of successful hybrids documented in the file, the entire thing was littered with 'mistakes'. And not just of the literary variety.

The professor, Emmy and Flora saw people with purple eyelids, their eyes bulging to the size of tennis balls, boys with their glands swollen to such an extent that it looked as though there were an alien life form growing inside them. Others had muscles so enflamed and enlarged that their bodies twisted and distorted into shapes that not even the professor thought were possible. The skin disorders were by far the worst images to look at. Rashing and cracking and bleeding and disintegration and cases of necrotising fasciitis - so extreme were they that poor Flora ended up vomiting in the sink more than once.

"There are regeneration experiments too. That's not all," Emmy said grimly, and the Professor nodded, wide-eyed.

It was worse than any horror show, but the professor had to delve deeper. Image after image, page after page, document after document. The professor was sure that the images of those festering wounds, partial and deformed limbs and horrific tumours of all shapes and sizes would haunt him for the rest of his days.

"Any one of them," Emmy said sadly. "Successful or unsuccessful – one of them is my little brother…"

"Emmy…" the professor took her hand in his own as Flora wiped her eyes and wrapped an arm around Emmy's shoulders.

"I need to know what happened to him," Emmy said firmly. "I can't stand not knowing…"

"But where do we go from here?" Flora asked.

"That's what I want to know," Emmy said sadly. "I traced him from the hospital all the way over to the states, and to the institute in California, but now I've just hit a brick wall…"

"Is there anyone else that could give us a lead?" the professor asked. "A family member, perhaps?"

"I don't think Uncle Leon knows anything…"

"Well… what about your parents?" the professor asked.

"They're dead," Emmy said shortly. "Uncle Leon is the only family I have."

The professor's heart sank. He knew that talking about this topic was upsetting her greatly, but he had to pry a little deeper. He needed more information.

"Can you tell me your brother's name?" the professor asked.

"Jacob…"

"Altava?"

"Yes."

"Hmm…"

"Well…" Emmy cleared her throat. "My stepfather… he's still alive, I'm sure… but I haven't spoken to him since my mother died…"

"Can you tell me his name?" the professor asked.

"Yes… I…"

"Emmy?" the professor held her hand tighter. "Are you alright?"

Emmy nodded slowly. "It's okay… I just… it's been a really long time since I've spoken to him, and we didn't exactly part on the best of terms…"

"That's alright, Emmy. I can contact him for you if you do not wish to do so, my dear."

"Okay…" Emmy sighed deeply. "His name is Hans Gunther-Hagen. He was a doctor, but he never talked about his work. He is Jacob's father…"

"Do you know where he lives now?" the professor asked.

"Last I heard, he moved back to his hometown in Germany, but he was fond of travelling, so I can't really say for sure…"

"I understand, Emmy. We will find him, and he could very well have answers to our questions. "

Emmy nodded slowly.

"Can you tell me where his hometown is, Emmy?"

Emmy frowned and cocked her head slightly.

"Emmy?"

"Shh…"

It was the professor's turn to frown. "What is it?"

Emmy dashed into the living room, where Danny was still sat playing with his toy dinosaur in front of the television, except the morning's cartoons were over and the news was now blaring from the TV set. Emmy sat down beside her son and listened intently to the news report. The professor stood beside her and watched.

"_On the home front, officials rush to quell pockets of unrest as a subversive new movement takes hold in the cities." The camera zoomed in on a glassy-eyed fanatic raving about an advanced society and how we must act now to preserve the purity of the planet. He carried a sign that read 99% IS THE FUTURE. The newscaster raised one perfectly groomed eyebrow and leaned forward. "Just who—or what—is ninety-nine percent?_

"_A new report has stated that steadily increasing levels of pollution in China have caused the extinction of a record number of plants this year. And could the growing number of meteor showers we're experiencing require the implementation of asteroid deflection strategies? Dr. Emily Elert has some answers._

"_Next on In the Know, Sharon Shattuck uncovers the truth behind the growing number of enhanced humans among us. Created for the greater good, are these genetic anomalies an advanced race or an unpredictable risk? Heroes of science or botched experiments? And what do we have to fear? Stay tuned to find out as we broadcast an interview with the leading expert in this revolutionary new field of research in America, and Dr. Hans Gunther-Hagen reveals all."_

The professor froze as he felt Emmy tense up beside him.

Flora's eyes widened. "That isn't…?"

"It is," Emmy said, looking quite distant. She stared at the news broadcast as a tall man with tan skin, jet black hair waved to the cameras, wearing a white lab coat, big horn-rimmed glasses and an even bigger smile. "At least now we don't have to look for him."

"Uh… but don't you think…" Flora trailed off.

"That this is suspicious, given the fact that Jacob was taken by those people, and then all of a sudden, Hansy Haagen Dazs, his own father, is working with them." Emmy was angry now.

"Emmy, my dear, whatever reason the man has for wanting to work with them, whether it be good or bad, we will never know until we speak to the man personally," the professor said gently.

"So… I suppose this means I'm going to back to America," Emmy muttered.

"You mean, _we're _going to America," Flora corrected.

"Huh?"

"Well, you don't really expect us to let you go and see this man on your own, after everything we've just seen? The man has ruined lives, and it's too dangerous. Right, Professor?"

"Indeed Flora. This is a fight you cannot hope to win alone, Emmy. We will be at your side, no matter what." The professor placed a hand on Emmy's shoulder.

"I… you shouldn't be going to all this trouble for me," Emmy protested.

"But a true gentleman always puts a lady's needs first. And you are no exception to this rule, Emmy." The professor smiled reassuringly at her. "We will get to the bottom of this, Emmy. I promise you."


	6. Chapter 6

Chapter Six – Letter Writing

_Dear Professor Layton…_

Luke had barely even gotten that far when he heard a crash outside in his back garden.

"Uh-oh…" Luke darted out of his room and tore down the stairs at top speed. He slipped past his surprised-looking mother into the kitchen and out the back door, just in time to find Doland dragging a familiar dark boy in by the scruff of his neck. "Ah…"

"Doland?" Brenda asked. "Who is this young man? What is the meaning of this?"

"I found this young fellow looking for valuables in our garden shed of all places, Mrs. Triton," Doland replied as fang shrugged him off.

"I beg your pardon?" Brenda asked, a frown appearing on her face.

"I was looking for water," Fang replied, looking slightly sheepish.

"Oh…" Luke trailed off.

Brenda turned to face her son. "Well, I'm almost certain that you have something to do with this, Luke." She folded her arms and waited for an explanation.

"Well… er…"

"I'm outta here," Fang said in a low voice. "Thanks for everything Luke." He turned around to leave through the front door, only to come face to face with Mr. Triton himself.

"Er…" Luke was pretty much at a loss for words. "Maybe we should just tell them, Fang…"

"Tell us what, Luke?" Clark asked, to Fang's surprise, in a patient tone.

But before Luke could open his mouth, Fang unfurled his wings.

The three adults stood in silence.

"Now I'm going," Fang said, strolling past Clark, who was stood awestruck. "I don't trust adults as far as I can throw 'em, to be honest."

"Wait! Fang!" Luke called hurrying after him.

"Stay."

Fang stopped in his tracks and turned to face Brenda. He saw the look of concern on her face and sighed.

"I assume there are people after you, am I right?" she asked.

Fang simply nodded.

"There are scientists after him," Luke piped up.

Fang sighed audibly and shook his head.

"I can tell that you haven't had the greatest of experiences with adults… er… Fang." Brenda approached him carefully and placed a hand on his shoulder. "But I promise that if you wish to stay here you will be safe. No one else will know that you are here. I assume Luke let you in the shed to sleep last night?"

"Sorry mum," Luke mumbled.

"Young man, if you'd told me about all this, he could have had the spare room. I sincerely doubt it if he was comfortable using a bag of fertiliser as a pillow, Luke."

Fang chuckled lightly. "I've slept in worse. Besides, I told Luke not to tell you guys. I assumed you'd want to call my parents, or worse, the cops."

"We've been hearing a lot of rumours about flying children recently," Clark said. "Believe me, if I thought they were true… how did this happen?"

"Master, would it not be more prudent to discuss this over breakfast?" Doland suggested.

"An excellent idea," Brenda smiled, beckoning Fang over. "You must be starving. Did Luke even think to feed you?"

"Actually, yes I did!" Luke said indignantly as everyone else laughed.

Luke returned to his room and went back to his letter, wiping the sweat off his brow. "Now, where was I... ah yes. _Dear Professor Layton…"_

_Dear Professor Layton,_

_It's been a while since we said goodbye. How have you been? I'm all settled in and making new friends here._

_I am writing to you because something deeply puzzling has been happening here recently. There have been rumours, lot of them, which children with wings are being sighted all across America. But that's not all. _

_It gets even more interesting. I found one! He was living in a cave on the coast, not too far from where I live. He says that he was experimented on by scientists when he was only a baby and he escaped the lab a few years ago. But now they want him back. He also says that there are others of his kind. What if the scientists want them too? How did the scientists get away with experimenting on babies like that and how can we stop them from hurting other people?_

_All I know is that they have to be stopped, and fast. I have a really bad feeling about this. This is by far one of the most intriguing mysteries I've ever encountered._ _This seems like a puzzle that is tailor-made for Professor Layton and his apprentice. I don't think anyone else could get to the bottom of this._

_I can't wait to start this new adventure with you! Please write back soon!_

_Your friend and apprentice,_

_Luke._


End file.
